Different view 


Author: fairyll 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Apr 25 2018 06:32:09 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Different view 


Author's Notes: 
This is my very first Metallica fic. The first one I've finished, to be precise. 
English isn't my first language, so please have mercy with me.. 


April (78) 
What a weird little guy. 


Babbling on and on in that crazy accent. He spoke more words in one minute than | spoke in an entire week. 


Maybe he was on drugs or something. Kind of like an energizer bunny. 
Staring at us with those big green eyes. | mean, maybe they were green. Why should | give a fuck? 


| have to admit he has a great taste in music though. But Ron is right, he sucks. If we want to make it big, we 
can't afford to hire a shitty drummer like him. 


Nevermind the fact that his fidgeting would make me want to punch him in the face sooner or later. Scrawny 
little creature. He looks like a school girl anyway. Who would want a guy who looks like a school girl in a heavy 


metal band? A school girl with fucking green puppy eyes. (Green?) 

No way. 

He seems to know a couple of important people though. Maybe we shouldn't have cut him off right away. But 
maybe he was just pretending. He seemed kind of arrogant. Smiled all the time. Who fucking smiles all the time? 
With that girlish mouth of his.. 


Ron is totally right. He's a freak. And sucks at drums. 


And he smelled. Like he hadn't showered in days. Yuck! God, | was glad when he left. Still smiling and with that 


gleaming look in those eyes. Those green eyes. 


| bet he didn't even stop talking after he had shut the door behind him. Weird little freak. And that ridiculous 


accent. God 


No, we won't call him again. 


September 178] 


He's called again Says he can get us a spot on a metal compilation Us? Why the fuck does he think there's an 


"us"? 


But shit, that's such a great opportunity. Maybe he has improved at drums a little in the meantime. Although 
a little would still be pretty shitty. 


Again, he couldn't keep his trap shut for a single second. But he's goddamn determined, I'll have to give him 
that. And he seems to have a vision 


| could see him sitting there, babbling and babbling, his big green eyes shining.. | mean, no, of course | didn't 
think of his eyes. No! They're just so.. big. | don't know. Whatever.. 


Man, I'll have to talk to Ron again. A song on a metal compilation. | don't know how he talked those people into 
giving him that chance, given the fact that he doesn't even have a band. 


No, that's not true. | know exactly how he did it. Talked and talked until they didn't have any other chance than 


to agree! | could never do that. 


Maybe it wouldn't be so bad to have him in the band after all. | couldn't convince anyone like that. Talking to 


people is not one of my strengths. 


Fuck, if only he were a better drummer. But he's so fucking determined. | guess if he's determined to play 


better, he can do it. 


And | really want to take a look at his record collection that he mentioned. That sounded so cool. He's invited 
me over to his parents’ house. 


I'm going to meet him there this Friday night. l'm really looking forward to spend some time with him. | mean, 
to listen to some of the records. 

Saturday 

| don't know what he did to make me agree. | definitely don't know. But | know that we both want the same 
thing. We don't know exactly what it is just yet. But we're gonna have a band. And we're gonna do it the way 
we want to do it, with nobody else telling us what to do. 

Friday night was fun. But hell, what a spoiled little motherfucker he is. Stacks of records, huge stereo system, 
concert posters from God knows where all over his room. We listened to all kinds of stuff, almost everything 


he played me was absolutely killer. 


He sat there with me on the floor in front of his stereo and grinned at me with his neverending enthusiasm 


whenever he put on a new record. 


| guess | can get used to the babbling somehow. And the fidgeting. And the smell. And his girlish looks. And the 
way he looks at me like | was the eighth wonder of the world. 


Maybe he's gay. Maybe he has a crush on me. 

Sorry, my little friend. You can forget that. 

But | saw this porn mag sticking out from under his bed. Hm. | simply can't figure him out. 
lve never met a guy like that before. He's so different from everybody | know. 

But | guess.. | like him. Yeah, why not? He's okay. Everybody who loves Motörhead is okay. 


And yes, his eyes are definitely green 


A few weeks later 


It might be wishful thinking, but somehow | think he's getting better. At playing drums, of course. 


We've written our first song. It feels amazing. He thinks | should sing the lead vocals on it, but | can't get used 


to the idea. 


As usual, he's trying to convince me with all his might. I've gotten to know him quite well in the short time 


that we're together. In a band. 


We spend a lot of time together. His enthusiasm is kind of contagious. If he can't reach the stars he will move 


heaven and earth to achieve it. 


And nothing could embarass him. He's my complete opposite. He hugs and touches people all the time. Guess 
that's European. 


We could sit in a room as wide as a football field and he'd still sit so close to me he'd nearly sit on my lap. 


Don't know if he notices that at all. It's just the way he is. 


| mean, I'm getting used to it. There are worse things in life than being touched by your band mate, right? 
Guys can hug guys without being gay, right? 


March 1982 


Our first concert. People really liked us, but we were disappointed. Kind of like when you have sex for the first 
time. You expect it to be the ultimate thing and afterwards you sit there and think: "Oh, that was it?" 


| hate to sing without being able to hide behind a guitar. | won't do that again next time. 


Dave, the new guy, fucked up his guitar during the set. How embarassing! He's brilliant, but kind of scary, too. 
Especially when he's drunk. 


And boy, did we get smashed after the show. 


Of course, Lars wasted no time to regret what went wrong on stage. He always looks on the bright side and 
he's already making plans for the future. Never ever looks back. When he sat there backstage on this stained 
couch, beer bottle in his hand, his wet hair strands framing his heated face, he already pictured us in the 
biggest venues of the world 


His smile was ten miles wide and he talked and talked, and | listened and listened. And drank. And looked at him. 
Looked at his beautiful eyes, his full lips that never seemed to stop moving, his sweat covered neck and chest, 
his small but wiry arms.. | mean, maybe some girl out there finds him hot. And if she doesn't he will talk her 


into it, haha. 


| nearly punched Dave in the face when he went: "Will you take that bottle from me now, Blondie, when you're 


done checking the gnome out?". Asshole. | wasn't checking him out. I'm into chicks. I've never ever checked out 


a guy. 


Lars grabbed my arm to hold me back and told Dave to shut the fuck up. After that we simply kept on 


getting drunk off our asses. 


After a while Dave left with a chick and | don't know where Ron had gone. Lars and | just sat there in that 
cramped backstage room and talked shit. | could do that forever. 


And well.. there we sat. On that couch. Side by side. Like friends do, right? Yes, we're friends. | know, | didn’t like 
him at first. But that has changed. | really like him and.. you know, if | was gay, which | am completely, 
absolutely, totally not - maybe.. I'd check him out. 


